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      Clumsy, awkward, and perpetually embarrassed? Congratulations, you’re one viral video away from internet stardom.

      Meet Mimi Meme, the self-proclaimed Queen of Cringe and master of turning mortifying moments into meme gold. With her feathered sidekick Captain Cocky and a knack for catastrophe, Mimi’s about to teach you how to:

      • Transform your daily disasters into trending topics

      • Monetize your misfortunes (hello, sponsorships!)

      • Navigate the cutthroat world of influencers without losing your soul (or all your dignity)

      But when hunky stuntman Maverick Worthy slides into her DMs, Mimi faces her biggest challenge yet: balancing her budding romance with her brand of beautiful disasters. Can she level up from meme to mainstream without faceplanting her way out of love?

      Get ready to laugh until you cry, cringe until you can’t look away, and be seen in ways you never thought possible. This zany self-help guide is your ticket to:

      • Embracing your inner train wreck with pride

      • Finding your tribe of fellow beautiful disasters

      • Boosting your confidence by owning your awkward

      • Learning to laugh at yourself (before others beat you to it)

      Packed with more sass than your group chat and enough secondhand embarrassment to make you grateful for your own life choices, this misguided guidebook is a hilarious rollercoaster of relatable moments and “OMG, same!” revelations.

      So grab your helmet, prep your apology templates, and get ready to live that #CringeLife to the fullest. Because in Mimi’s world, it’s not about how gracefully you fall—it's about how epically you fail upwards.

      Where embarrassment is an art form, and you’re about to become a masterpiece.

      Faux Pas Fame is the perfect guide for embracing your inner hot mess. Equal parts self-help and comedy gold, it’s a must-read for anyone who’s ever wanted to turn their awkward moments into memorable assets. Or just laugh out loud.

      “I’ve never felt so seen or laughed so hard!”

      “Hilarious, relatable, and surprisingly inspiring.”
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        * * *

      

      Disclaimer:

      WARNING: This book contains dangerously high levels of second-hand embarrassment and may cause uncontrollable laughter, sudden urges to document your daily disasters and a newfound appreciation for your own coordination (or blissful lack thereof).

      The author, publisher, and Mimi’s long-suffering insurance company strongly advise against attempting any of the stunts, shenanigans, or ill-advised social media challenges described within. Leave the professional humiliation to the experts, folks.

      Side effects may include increased social media addiction, a sudden influx of concerned messages from your mom, and the irresistible desire to narrate your life in hashtags.

      If you experience a viral moment lasting more than 4 hours, please consult your local meme lord immediately.

      Remember: Friends don’t let friends internet without a helmet. Stay safe, stay cringey, and for the love of all things viral, don’t try this at home!
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            FACEPLANTING FOR FAME

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s your girl Mimi Meme here, talking to you about internet fame and, hopefully, fortune. I don’t know about you, but my college debt is killing me, and I need to make some serious cash. I’m here with my A-1 wingman and camera buddy, Captain Cocky, my green Amazon parrot, to let you in on a mega secret. Your epic fails are literally internet gold.

      Peep it. I used to be just like the rest of y’all, grinding away trying to craft that perfect content. Cramming in countless re-shoots and editing for hours on end, all for what? A few pity likes from my mom’s book club and your best friend’s grandma? Big off, am I right?

      I mean, how’s a little ol’ nobody supposed to rise above the noise and Actually! Build! A! Brand!?

      But then, I had one of those happy accidents—actually more than one, and I found a way to rise above the noise. It’s not what you think. I didn’t spend thousands in ad dollars or hire brand consultants. Nope, not me.

      I did what I do best—fail. And fail big.

      Think about it—folks can’t look away when things get messy. A wardrobe malfunction here, an epically embarrassing public spill there, that’s pure clickbait gold mine material. Which just so happens to be my own personal brand of cringey content.

      I know what you’re thinking. “Mimi, why on earth would I want to read a book about becoming an internet sensation through total humiliation?”

      Here’s the real though—most of us are just average. Decent singers in the shower, alright selfie takers on a good hair day, but nothing commanding … unless …

      You start getting weird with it! Leaning full send into all that raw cringe—those gunky badass faceplants and embarrassing Ls. That’s where your girl comes in. We gon’ chase every conversational landmine, fashion catastrophe, and accidental bodily malfunction, then mercilessly amplify it for the whole world’s viewing pleasure.

      So what’s your dream? Tryna become a chart-topping vocal queen? An A-lister hitting every red carpet? Maybe you’re aiming to become the next globetrotting travel vlogger or baddie makeup guru with the milli follower count? We all lowkey crave that spotlight and the gwop that comes with those premium #SponCon deals when we make it big.

      You see, my origin story as an influencer icon began with a spectacularly viral faceplant at my college graduation. One minute I’m waving enthusiastically to my cheering fam, flushed with accomplishment and pride.

      The next? My heel caught the stage lip, sending me into a magnificent belly flop across the platform. As I lay sprawled out like a limp noodle, a collective gasp echoed through the auditorium.

      It was the stuff of nightmares. And because the universe has a wicked sense of humor, my mom captured my glorious swan dive on livestream straight to her socials. You know how parents be—they set their whole feed to public by default.

      Before I could slink off and change my name, her video racked up millions of views. Comments flooded in, ranging from OMG to LOL to the ever-gracious “She okay tho?”

      At first, I was utterly mortified. I’d dreamed of this day for years—walking across that stage, diploma in hand, brilliant future ahead. Instead, I became an internet punchline overnight.

      I may not have a Grammy-worthy singing voice or action movie badass skills, but I am blessed/cursed with a remarkable talent for stumbling into awkward situations. Finally, a potential job and way to chip away at my mountain of student loans.

      But real talk? The true mastermind behind this whole meteoric blunder rise ain’t nobody but my feathered partner-in-cringe, Captain Cocky.

      “Squawk! That’s right, I run this show.” Preens the vibrant green parrot perched on my armrest, his beady eyes glinting with that signature over-confidence. “I’m the A-cam, better than any fancy drone you peasants got.”

      Yeah, he wears a body cam 24/7 and can straight-up hover like a hummingbird, positioning himself up in my grill while remote controlling our B-cam drone sidekick, Busylee Bee. Them two leave no angle uncovered, documenting my daily hot mess slip-ups.

      Cocky is convinced he possesses supreme wisdom and insight on the viral hustle. In reality, his suggestions are 98% guaranteed to steer me straight into hilarious disaster territory, but hey, that’s my brand. And while he pretends to be miffed when I poke fun at his “expert” advice, I know he secretly relishes his role as the chief instigator of viral calamity.

      We’re chillin’ in my cozy apartment, smack dab in the heart of the city, and social media central for aspiring influencers like myself. I’m editing videos when the Captain gets that gleam in his eye. You know, that slightly unhinged “I have an IDEA” sparkle that spells trouble.

      “Squawk! I’ve got another bright idea for breaking the internet,” he shrieks, doing an agitated little tap dance from foot to foot. “The ultimate stunt. We’re going to make skateboarding look like child’s play. Parkour. We should do parkour.”

      Parkour? As in the extreme sport of flinging myself off buildings for funsies? I swivel around in my desk chair, nearly upending a tower of empty LaCroix cans. “You mean like Muscle Mav? That adrenaline junkie is always halfway to the hospital. Hard pass.”

      The infamous Maverick Worthy is the daredevil of our day and my secret crush—a top ten extreme sports influencer who happens to be unfairly attractive with his sandy blond hair and perfect stubbled jawline. He’s famous for his death-defying vids and stratospheric follower counts.

      Captain Cocky ruffles his feathers, offended by my lack of enthusiasm. “Muscle Mav who? We’re trendsetters, Mimi. Besides, it’s not that dangerous⁠—”

      “Says the bird with the wings and hollow bones,” I retort drily. “Maverick Worthy is a million-dollar influencer.”

      “Oh, the opportunities for cross-promotion presents. The two of you can collab on a complex routine of wall jumps, vaults, and close calls with traffic. For the finale, do a quadruple backflip from the Apex Tower onto a trampoline balloon powered by pudding pumps. The audience will go feral.”

      I raise an eyebrow. “Question. Have you actually seen any of my previous videos? Spoiler alert: coordination isn’t my strong suit. I can barely make it five feet on a skateboard without faceplanting or impaling myself on a tree branch. What makes you think I can suddenly pull off back handsprings over parked cars?”

      Captain Cocky blinks slowly, giving me maximum levels of condescending bird energy. “Ark, ark! Ye of little faith. I’ve got this mapped out, trust.”

      Of course, he’s got his flight feathers—me? I’m horribly earthbound with a green thumb from planting my face.

      Nevertheless, the very next evening finds me balanced precariously on a railing three stories up, trying to work up the courage to leap dramatically onto the adjacent balcony. Captain Cocky offers an encouraging squawk from his perch on a nearby lamppost—his body cam positioned for maximal effect.

      “Just remember, chicka. Graceful flight, not panicked flop.”

      “Unless the panicked flop goes super viral,” I mutter. Taking a deep breath, I wobble to my feet, arms extended like a tipsy airplane, and make the jump. For a glorious nanosecond, I’m the perfect aerial acrobat. Then gravity takes over. Let’s just say no swans were harmed in the making of this video.

      I belly-flop straight onto the balcony floor with a horrifying thud. Pain ricochets through my ribs as my skateboard twirls off a deck chair, and my phone tumbles across the concrete, still videoing. At least if I am seriously maimed, it will rack up the views. Oh, the price of fame.

      “Caught that legendary splat from both cams,” Cocky crows while Busylee Bee zooms in for a crispy close-up of my agony. “You totally stuck the landing.”

      I groan, pulling myself into a limp, sprawled sitting position. “If by stuck the landing you mean my face breaking my fall, then sure, 10 out of 10.”

      Rubbing my bruised ego and even more bruised everything else, I scoop up my phone and peer at the footage they captured. Surprisingly, it doesn’t look half bad. The balcony lighting is moodily atmospheric, I am centered artfully in the frame, and if I crop it just right, you can’t tell I planted my face at the end. Almost.

      Hmmm, dare I say this has the makings of some award-worthy viral content?

      As I start mentally workshopping caption ideas, the glass door behind me whooshes open. Before I can scramble out of sight, a familiar face strides out, clad only in a towel.

      “Uh … who are you?” Maximal Maverick Worthy, extreme sports icon and occasional object of my thirstiest daydreams, rakes a casual hand through his tousled hair, sending water droplets flying. “And why are you committing suicide off my balcony?”

      Mortification explodes through me as I realize I have unknowingly selected Maverick Worthy’s third-floor balcony for my not-so-graceful stage debut. In my defense, all the building exteriors look identical. How was I supposed to know I picked the resident heartthrob’s bachelor pad for my stunt gone wrong?

      I’m preparing to slink away when Captain Cocky crows, “How is it you don’t know the world-famous Mimi Meme? She’s the foremost influencer of theatric acrobatics.”

      “Is that so?” Mav raises an eyebrow, his lips quirking with amusement. “Well you’ve got guts, Mimi, I’ll give you that.”

      His bright blue eyes travel slowly from my disastrous hairdo to the scrapes marring my bare knees. “But maybe hold off on flinging yourself into oncoming traffic just yet? Start small—work on rolling properly. Falling is key in parkour too.”

      He flashes me a lopsided, panty-scorching grin, and oh boy, are those actual butterflies jitterbugging in my stomach? That’s the Mav Worthy effect for you—one second, you’re an awkward mess, and the next, you’re drowning in tongue-hanging thirst.

      Behind his charm and death wish, he really does know his stuff. Maybe I can convince him to teach me some moves. You know, without ending up in the ER.

      As if reading my mind, he adds, “How about I take you out for a parkour lesson some time? I know some decent beginner spots that don’t involve three-story drops.”

      Wait, is Muscle Mav asking me out on a legit date? This night’s getting better and better.

      Be cool, Mimi. For the love of all potential clout and influence, try to be somewhat chill!

      I force myself not to dissolve into a cringe puddle of goo.

      “I mean, as long as you’re offering coffee …” I hedge, faking nonchalance even as I plot the perfect outfit. Laidback athleticism meets badass feminine edge. Maybe some leather accents? Ooh, this is too good. I feel the OgleGram aesthetic forming already.

      We hash out the deets for meeting tomorrow evening. As I scamper giddily down the stairwell, Maverick calls after me, “Just promise me you’ll hold off on filming any more balcony stunts in the meantime?”

      I toss him a coy look over my shoulder, unable to fully suppress my giddy grin as Busylee Bee dutifully captures the moment overhead. “No promises. Gotta keep my fans entertained.”

      “Just imagine,” Captain Cocky squawks. “Backflips over park benches and flying off buildings …”

      “When I grow wings, buster,” I remind my feathered friend. “Let’s focus on step one—not faceplanting in front of Mr. Tall, Blonde and Studly over there.”

      Ding! A notification pops up on my phone.

      I glance down instinctively, only for my jaw to drop at the message preview.

      “Girl, what on earth?? xD That scream! Who dies like that on 3 ft jumps? Still, I’ve seen worse … DM me if you want pro tips.”

      It’s signed “Queen Vee.” As in THE Viral Valentina—reigning ruler of ruthlessly perfect content. She wants to give me advice? ME??

      For those of you newbs in this influencer game, Viral Valentina is the queen bee of the social media hive. With her perfectly coiffed platinum blonde locks and an aura of sophistication that screams “major #sponcon incoming,” she’s the epitome of curated glamour and unattainable #goals.

      Valentina’s whole brand is embracing an aspirational, envy-inducing aesthetic. Her OgleGram feed is a masterclass in color stories and fire OOTD (Outfit of the Day) slays that make you question why you even bother getting dressed in the morning.

      And don’t get me started on her OgleTok vids. Every transition is smoother than a centerfold’s skin, every dance challenge is on point. Yet her immaculate makeup doesn’t smudge even after the sweatiest choreo.

      This girl is all about control—from expertly timed posts to flawless editing—she keeps every aspect of her image polished to perfection.

      I can’t see why she’d bother dragging me, except to make sure I don’t accidentally stumble into her spotlight and become the next big “hit” that goes viral. Kind of a salty move if you ask me. I must be doing something right to make Viral Valentina feel threatened enough to punch down on my act.

      And that, my friends, is a lesson you can take to your heart. Put your content out there, no matter how embarrassing or cringeworthy. People lowkey live for that raw, stupid stuff, and laughing at your flubs can literally propel your view counts into the stratosphere and make you a household name overnight.

      I’ma talkin’ overnight stardom, millions of randos smashing that follow button, sponsors sliding into your DMs like, “Collab???” There’s nothing like slapping yourself over the forehead and screaming, “NO THEY DIDN’T!” while cackling at the stupidity of someone else.

      Don’t be afraid to lean into those awkward, cringey moments that make you wanna deep-six into a hole. Upload those awkward Ls for viral gold.

      Next time you epically faceplant into a mall fountain or your underwear flashes during a high-kick routine, don’t panic delete the footage. Put it on blast! Trust me, folx eat that secondhand embarrassment like avocado toast, and that, right there, is pure viral money waiting to be minted.
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      Alright, my aspiring clout demons, let’s get one thing straight from the jump—chasing viral fame and internet stardom ain’t no casual hobby. This is a full-blown lifestyle dedicated to the most deliciously cringeworthy content the world has ever seen.

      Each humiliating moment you experience, no matter how mortifying, is potential clout just waiting to be mined for views, likes, and followers galore.

      Here’s the real tea. You can’t just stumble blindly into epic cringe and expect those likes to start rolling in. Being a successful clout chaser requires preparation, keen situational awareness, and absolutely zero shred of dignity remaining. You’ve gotta be ready to document every awkward scenario at a moment’s notice.

      That’s why gear is essential for any aspiring clout vulture out there. At the minimum, you’ll need a telescoping selfie stick and a cell phone with a voice-activated camera.

      You’ll also want an indestructible phone case too—those epic bails aren’t gonna be pretty. Maybe invest in a rubber bouncy case or one of those chunky decorative ones. That fashion statement could literally save your phone’s life when you inevitably fumble it mid-faceplant.

      You absolutely need a durable body cam to capture those gloriously cringe-y moments from the most flattering of angles. Busylee Bee and I are all about those crisp POV shots.

      And speaking of my leading lenses, it’s Captain Cocky’s Corner time. Take it away, featherbrain.

      “Squawk! You know I’ve got all the top tips for getting that money shot.” Captain Cocky preens and juts out his chest feathers. “This mini body cam rig I’m rocking is powerful stuff. WideLOLCam 4000 baby—it’s got 360-degree pivoting action for catching every glorious detail when Mimi scorpions herself into a public fountain. Waterproof up to 50 meters, too—this bad boy cam gets all the buttery close-ups.

      “I’ve also got eyes in the sky running recon. My drone sidekick, Busy Bee, is compact but pulls off some crazy overhead angles. Sometimes a little too crazy … one time, the poor thing got tangled in a streetlight and took a massive nose-dive right onto my tail feathers. Comedy gold, but man, did my plumage ever need regrowth after that incident?

      “The point is, a solid body cam and bird’s eye view drone are essential for capturing maximum levels of clout-worthy chaos from every conceivable angle. Don’t be scared to invest in some quality gear if you really wanna make it big in these viral streets. That’s enough squawking from me for now, though—I’ll hand it back to the queen of cringe herself.”

      “Good job, Cocky.” I hand the bird a peanut. “Now, where was I?”

      Oh yes, situational awareness. Developing a keen eye for potential clickbait scenarios is key. That rowdy little kid barreling towards you with an ice cream cone? Primetime collision course setup for that slo-mo dairy explosion shot that’ll have the internet screaming. About to
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